LY

_ | ,. e :

An old Wme, rumbling furmhounse, wob
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A broed wulk Ing un to it
A door which opes with vose,

A snow balred eouple Jost lisida,
To pevap your wililng Laod,

A nieriy weloons [vom n large
And over grow ing bond,

The slow and solemn serviee, led
By father's trembling volor,

And hymns which stiv the sonl and make
The weary hoart rejolos,

The festal board round which we meod
In joyous, happy throang,

The stories of the yoar just past,
The jest und lsugh and song,

The glorions old fireplace, filled
With orackling, glowing flame,

The ronsted apples, clder, nute—
Do others taste the samet—

The gquiet nook upon the stairs,
With enly room for two,

The downenst eyes, the swoet, soft voloe
That opened heav'n to you—

Did ever modern Thanksgiving
Contain such Joy and biliss?
Can theater or foothall game
Bring happiness like this?
—Kansas Clty Timoes,

A DAY ON THE SMOKY

“RBreakfast now ready In the dining |
car!"’ velled the cook, as he poked his
round face through the flap of the tent.
There was no answer from within, ' Last |
onll for breakfast ! he repeated. And this |
time there came a grunt from the depths |
of a vanvas roll, and a head, surmounted
by s woolen cap, protruoded just far onough
to allow its owner (o sea that dawn had
soaroely hroken,

“Say, isn'ts v going 1o snow?"" queried
the newly awakenwd.

“*Not a cload in the sky,'” answered the
knight of the skillet. “You bet you'll
have to work today, Il It is Thanksgiv- |
ing.""

The newly awakened glided into a sit- |
ting posture. **Wake up there, Smiler,"
he shouted, slinging a shoe at a stmilar
bundle, myself, on the other side of the |
tent. A smothered groan was the response,
Then the bundle began to move, & hand
protruded from one end, a couple of spring
hooks were unfastened, and a head, sim-
tHar to the one already deseribed, and fol-
lowed by a long, skinny body, appeared on
the scene, llke a soake lssuing from its
hole.

Y ou s, my blankots were sewed up into |
a kind of bag, just large enough to receive |
my body, and at night 1 erawled in and
fastened up the end, thus keeping off the
chilly alr. When the weather was excep-
tionally cold, I would take the additlonal
precaution of Inserting n small puppy into
the orifice and kicking it down to the bot-
tom, where the faithful animal would re-
main until morning, emitting & cheerful
warmth.

Though decked for the hours of slumber
we were entirely clothed, with the excep-
tion of shoes and cont,

' Beastly cold, Tom," T remarked tomy
companion, as I shivered into my coat and
shook on my shoes,

“Waorse and more of it,"" replied Tom,
and, completely dressed, he disappeared
throngh the tent door. In s moment I
heard the strokes of a hatchet, It was
only Tom breaking the loe in the water
bucker, 1t froze three inches lnst night, "'
he remarked, as | issued from the tent.
“We'll have a day of i, 'L bet 1 freeze
to death. ™’

A livtle dab of water around the eyes
and vigorous use of the towel eomprised
the extent of the morning's ablutions, and
then we hurrled into the cook tent, shiv
ering, and stretehed our fingers over the

comfortable warmth of the gnsoline stove.
The other mon wers already therw, seated
nround thas olleloth covercd table and de-
vouring ostmeal by the bowl, frisd epgs
hot biscuit and plots of delloions coffes
from big granite cups, an example we were
not slow to follow.

But in spite of a good breakfast the sit,
ustion was pretty tough. This was thp |
day that the president of the United States
had declared ghould be given up to thanks- |
giving, and which is from one end of the
land to the other set apart for rainoms
feasting, and hern were these poor fellows,
Uncle Sasn's very sorvants, preparing to
suart out for a day's hoard work, driving in
the cutting wind, with stiffened fingers
trying 1o deplet on paper the contour of
the rolling plalns,  Of course we wers go-
ing to work, Men in the fleld never take
holldays, especinlly toward the end of the
surveying soason, and the only Thanks-
giving we expectad 1o have was a little
better dinner than ususl on the following
Sunday.

We were camped within sight of the
twin cupolas of Hays City, and were it not
for the cottonwoods which line the course
of Big creek, the abandoned military post
of Fort Hays, with its deosying bulldings,
would have been plainly visible.

The sun bad just risen when we pre-
parcd to get under way. The horses had
been brought up to the wagons and fed—
that is, all exoept my conscienceless Ches-
aponke, who had nosed all his feed out on
the frozen ground with an lmpatient toss
of his head. At this period of his carcer, |
by the way, Chesapeake's wild oata had
not yet been all sown. He evidently knew |
it was Thanksgiving day and expocted |
some of the delicacies with which my in- |
dulgence had often supplied him. For
Chesapeake was the only horse 1 ever heard |
of who liked fried ochickeon. He would pick
the ment off a drumstick as daintily as
you or 1. Then, I always used to give him
a bite of my ple at lunch time. He just
loved ple—minee or pumpkin or lemon; it
didn't geean to make any difference what

kind [t wns, 50 it was ple. Perhaps the
most  remarkable thing, though, was
olives. Ho'd eat all the pulp off and spit |
out the stope—why, it was simply beauti- |
ful.

Well, Chesaponke was hitohed up to my |
buckboard and tied to the wagon, I load-
ed In my map making stuff and put on
my wraps—quite an ordenl, ns I already
had on two pairs of trousers, two vests, a
knit jocket and a couple of conts. Then 1
had to don a pair of heavy felt boots over
my shoes, over them a pair of goloshes
lined with red flannel, My throat must be
protected by & sllk muffer. Then came
the hig overcoat, tightly buttoned. A
woolen searf was drawn over my hat and
ears, andd, after rolling into the buckboard,
I wrapped myself oarefully into a horse
bianket and then put on big fur gloves
over a lighter palr of dJogskin, You might
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| impossible.

P ,‘. In't stop ¢
on my very banes
pumb, my wese entindly
out of the jurisdiction of my will. 1 shiv-
ered and shook constantly, and my face—
all that was visible of it—was probably |
ul ine blue.  Hue 1 kopt on.  There
was A oortain bend in the river which 1
was anxioius to see and duoseribe, and 1t
would take good work to get there and
bavk in o day. |
1 few houses, and these were
mostly one storied affairs, roughly buils of
the native white stone and tenanted z a
low cluss of immigranta, known, or
unknown, to fame as *‘ Rooshians. " |
It was about 11 o'clock when my refrig-
orated salf descended the bluff which
borders the Smoky Hill river. The point
I was aiming for was a eouple of miles to
the eastward, down the stream. Turning
off the road, I passed throngh one of those
inventions of satan, & wire gate, drove
swiftly over the orisp buffalo grass alung
the luvel river bottom and in 156 minutes
more was just at the desired point. 1
skotched the bend In the river as carefully |
as my henumbed condition would allow,
holding the peneil in my closed fist. One
broak that enterad the river on the other
wide 1 conld not see to my satisfection, I

feut were |
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One, two, three windmills of
wmmnhnm::bpt&
of Its growth, Thore to ba

for wll the people and all the cattle in
onumty, I oogitated a momens, then an
{dea—a pleasant idon—struok me, and I |
directed my course toward the newly dis-
covered goal. ay of
on %0 Chesapeake, *‘ls Birch's |
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explanati

ranch that we hear’so much about. We're = @raee to transport over into ye bay of Mas- | eapy in drwss Brother Jonathan's portral
In oneof bis pastures now, and I sachusetts divers honorabie personages  Have moerely a violin, the **fiddle’’ of early

| and mavye worthy Chrisiinns, wherebye ' days, for music and dance gay country

't have sense ano to know it."
#hh waa wam t0 Chesa-
poake, for he pricked up his ears and
moved on &t & good galt, Perhaps he
smalisd ple, ]

Hirch was Indeed a well known name in
that part of the country. His ranch, the
largost anywhere around, ombraced thou-
sands of nores of fertile prairie, over which
wanderwd myrinds of oattle. His beauti.
ful residence In Hays 1 had frequently |
soon and had heard the wildest sccounts of
the sleganos of his rural home.

Y'We shall see, "' thought I, ' whether or
not I shall get the entren to his select oir-
cle. I don’t suppose I do look very invit- [
’n'.n i
I tied my long suffering quadruped to a

s
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FRUGAL REPAST OF A THANKSGIVING
LONG AGO.

' Thasks There Were A-plenty For Divine daye frolick, snd fnthoate therin that

Mevrcy — Esvape of Huaters I'rom the In-
dlans —~Miles Standish's Vanity -From a
Diary of 1630, )

Thisa yeare It plassod God of his rlchi

the Lord began in a manifost manncr and |
way to make known ye greate thoughts |

. which he had of planting ye gospel in this

remoto snd barbarous wilderness and hon- |
oring his own way Instituted worship, |
causing such and so many to adhere thore- |
unto and fall upon ye practice thereof,
Among yo rest, a ohief one among them,
was that faymous pattern of pletie and |
Justioe, Mr. John Winthrop, yo first gov-
ernor of ye jurisdiction, accompanyed |
with divers other persons, sons of Sion
whych inighte be compared to ye most
fyne gold, amongst whom I might also
name that reverend and worthie man,
John Wilson, eminent for love and zeal.

wasd too consclentious to guess at i, so be-  fenoe post, and with joy in my heart and = It pleased yo Lord to exercise them with

@nn looking for a suitable place to cross,

fca wator in my boots passed _up the walk

much slckness, and being destitute “li
|

Now, the Smoky at that point is not & o the largest of the houses—a hig, square, | housing and shelter, and lying up and

very formidable river, In summer it dries . huff colored structure with broad pinzzas, | down in booths, some of them languished

up entirely, and in winter its depth aver-

ages not over two or three feet. The bed '
is & streteh of sand a quarter of a mile

wide, while of actual water there s not a

third of that width., It is possible, with

care, to eross in safoty at frequent points, |
especially in & pasture, where the oattle

keep the sand well packed down,

As [ skirted the stream, looking for a
place where it was possibie to descend the
bank to the river bend itself, 1 heard n
sound as of the rolling of distant thunder, |
What could it be? I stopped and listened.
Louder and louder it grew, a roar and a
rumble that seemed to shakd the earth. A
little swell in the ground cut off any ex-
tended view in the direction from which I
had come.  Waiting, 1 lstened, i

Suddenly on the orest of the swell out-
linod against the sky, looking like a glant |
of its kind, appeared one of those wild, |
long horned Texas steers. Seelng me, he
gnve o surprised snort, turned his majes-

| tio head and uttersd & bellow of instrue- |

tion to his followers, and then, as if de-
cided that I was not o sufficient obstacle
to cause ambarrassment, started on a run
down the slope straight toward me. Then

, the whole herd came into view—one solid,

tossing mass of lowered heads and waving |
tails plunging in the leader's wake. There
must have bean a thousand of them, but

' to my excited imagination they secmed to

darken the whole horizon, and they were
coming with an lmpetus that apparemtly
nothing could withstand. !
Certain denth stared me inthe face. The
river wasa before me, and st the point

, whera 1 stood s precipitous bank, four or

five feet high, sald as plainly as & sign-

hoard, ' No thoroughfare.””  Righs in the

bend of the stream as [ was, esonpe seemed |
The oattle were closing in as |
in & funnel, Their sharp horns 1 eould |
already see rod with my blood and eould
picture to myself the mangled mass of |
horse and man their mad stampede would
laave behind. |

Chesapeake was by no means unaware |
of the danger. With the open bridle which |
I always used he vould sve as much as 1,
and he began to rear and plunge, unoer-
tain as I in what direction safety lay.

Could 1 divide that living stream, caus-
ing it 1o pass me as an Island? 1 had heard
of suchthings in buifalo days, Still in my
confined position on the seat of the buok-
board, fottered by my many garments and
swaddled in the blanket, and holding my
frightoned horse with one hand, 1 took off
my gloves with my teeth and drew my re-
volver (rom the little pocket In the dash-
board where 1 always carried it, for I
sometimes amusod myself popping at jack

bhits. My fingers ware so stiff with the

d, even this excitement not baving
warmed me up, that I despaired of being
able to pull the trigger

The leader was almost upon me, his
horns lowered, his wicked, blazing eyes
taking in this intruding and unfamiliar
combination with a most terrifying effect.
With a supreme effort of will my numb
finger pressod the sensitive trigger,

Bang, the report rang In my ears. Did
I hit him? I never knew. Chesapeake,
nervous and excited already, loaped at the
sound of the pistol like an arrow from a
bow. Eutirely beyond my control, he flew
over the bank with me and into the ley
water. The pistol was thrown from my
hand, and 1 from the vehlole.

I struck faco firat and went ocompletely |
under. My, but the water was cold! It |
went to my very marrow. But with grim |
determination I held on to the lines. Not |
s moment did Chesapeake pause, but |
plunged through the freezing river, drag- |
ging in his wake the front wheels and |
myself, the remnant of his disintegrated |
load, until we reached the sandy shore op- |
posite, Then, for & wonder, he stopped. ‘
Not such o wonder oither, for to drag by
the bit through that soft sand such a dead
welght as I was enough to stop even Ches-
apeake. I, more dead than alive, Iay
stretched out, s bedraggled, nerveless ob-
Jeot.

The cattle didn’t go into the river at all.
Whether my plstol shot halted them or |
whother the watery channel had turned |
thelr course, I could not say. But the fact
is that when 1 stood again on iy feet
there they were, bollowing and tossing
their horns, on the bank, and as 1 watched
thom by some unknown signal they turned |
and started with one impulse back ns they |
had come, heads down and tails up, not
nearly so terrifying a sight, now that they
wure going away as fast as they could run,

I was nsturally uncomfortable, but
didn't know just how to lmprove my situ-
ation at once

Why didn't T make a fire and dry my-
gelf? I have heard of burning sand. They
have It in Afriea, but this wasn't that
kind. My teoth chattered a little nocom-
paniment to the tenor of my thoughts, and
the water dripped off my garments and
made a puddle around my feot, 8o that I
had to move at intervals to keep from get-
ting any wettor, while Chesapenke stood
idly by, walting for something to turn up,
the buckboard probably, and wondering
if it wasn't almost time for lunch and ple.

““This is Thanksgiving,'' sald I to my
equine companion, as I spat some sand out
of my mouth. “Turkey? Cranberry sauooe!

suppose all this would be enough to keep

me warm, but 1 tell vou there are not |

clothes enough made to protect a man
from those prairie winds on an all day drive
in an open vehiole.

Aftor 1 was arranged to my satisfac-
tlon, Jake, the teamster, lot go the head,
and in & moment I had forded the creek
and was striking southward on an angling
rond across the pralrie toward the Smoky
HIll river,

It didn't seem to get any warmer. A
sort of mist had come up and obscured

Not for your Uncle Smiler this year, Ches-
aponke, wo'll go on, and the first house we
come 1o, even be It a one room dugout,
| there wo will spend the rest of our Thunks-
| giving and go back to camp temorrow. |
| My dinper will consist of sour bread and
fat pork with the bristles on; yours will be
wet straw., "’

After this melancholy homily, driving
Chesapeake and the front wheels before
me, and postponing the resoulng of my be-
longings until some more favornble time,
I started scross the sand and up the low

lorigin and purpose,
| festival connected with any inoldent in

which at another season might have been
desoribed as inviting,

“Please tell Mr. Birch I would like to |
soo him,'' 1 said to the bhousemaid who
answoered my vigorous ring st the bell,

“Walk In, sir,"" was the response, and I |
was conducted into a little office or recep- |
tion room where blazed a cheorful fire. It
cortainly did feel good to get close to that
fire, 1 took off the rest of my gloves, and
untying my scarf removed my hat. I un- |
buttoned my conts and allowed the grate. |
ful warmth to penetrate the rost of my |
garments, and a vapor rising from the |
damp clothes made me look like an ema-
clated cherub riding ln a cloud.

A door opened and Mr, Birch entered.
A short, thickset man ho was, with a sun
tanned face, a little gray mustsche and
small, twinkling eyes. He shook my hand
with a bheartiness that made me feel at
home immediately, and as soon as he dis-
coversd how wet and eold I was a room,
gallons of hot water and a whole layour
of dry clothes were at my disposal in a
Jiffy.

It is true, the clothes were from the
wardrobe of Mr. Birch himself, who meas-
ured 11 inches more around the waist
than 1 did, besides belng a foot or so
shorter. But what did I caew for that? [
put them on and went dowm to she parlor,
where the family were assembled, and the
hearty recoption they gave me made me
feel quite happy, even if my eollar was a
17 and my makeup altogether ludierous.

Faithful old Chesapeake had a beaping
moasure of oats for his Thanksgiving din-
ner, served in a clean, warm stall. No
putting on alrs now about eating shem
either, for tho day's hard experience had
temporarily sobered his wayward spirit. |
If his dessert was missing, he took it phil- |
osophically. 1 thought of him when L was |
at dinper, but couldn’t muster the courage |
to ask Mrs. Birch for a piece of ple for

| Chesapeake when I had already eaten two |

myself. —Frank Howard Seely in Patbh-
finder. |

Be Troly Thankful.

Thanksgiving has mellowed and become |
a true bome festival, an ocoasion of family |
reunion and friendly greoting. Absent
children come home from long distances
to sit around the family table once a year.
Near relativesa and old friends join the
gathering, and the young people, their en-
thusiasm stirred by the turkey and pump-
kin pies, enter into the games and frolies |
with a zest that belongs to no other day of
the whole year. Une who is not thankful
on that day must be unhappy indeed. But
is need not be wholly n jubllee for our-
solves. As far as possible, within the scope |
of our means and influence, we should try
to make it a day of real thanksgiving and |

| happiness for others less fortunately situ-

ated. By abundant kindness, love, chari-
ty, generosity and hospltality, then, no
less than by feasting, let us demonstrate |
the joyful gratitude we feel in our own |
hearts and thus render to our loving Fa-
ther above the best of all Thanksglving |

| offerings. —Christian Herald. |

Thankasgiving Day, |

Thanksgiving has been called tha Amer- |
foan Christmas, but it is of quite different
It is not u religions

the history of the church, aithough shere
are appropriate religious observances, but
itis & day of Thanksgiving for a successful
year, for bountiful crops and general pros-
perity. It comos whon all e harvests
have been garnered, when the farmer can
roturn thanks that he had dono so well,
and that thers is enough for him and his
family and all those dependent oa him
through the winter. In the early days of
the pllgrims, from whom we borrowed the
holiday, this was not always the case, and
many wers the wintors when Thanksgiv-
ing day could not bé celebrated, when the
people went hungry and when famine and
disease stalked through the land.—New
Orleans Times- Demourat,

The Turkey Came.

Yoars ago an old darky whose nmiaster
had some fine, fat turkeys made up his
mind that he must have one of those tur-
keys, and, as he tells the story, he set to
work to get it by prayer. “‘l prayed to de
Lord,”" he sald, ““dat he would send me
one of dem turkeys. 1 prayved dat way
wornin and ebenin for a week, bus siill
dat vurkey didn't come, and I tells you my
mouth was jes a-waterin for it.  So I says
to mysa'f 1 must change dat prayer, and
#0 1 prayed one ebenin dat de Lord would
send me after de turkey, and, bretheren,
dat turkey was hera before daylight.''—
Exchange.

Early Thanksgiving Duys.

The first recorded Thanksgiving wnas
the Hebrew fenst of the tabornacles.

Thorea have boen Jbut two KEnglish
Thanksglvings In this®eentury. One was
on Feb. 27, 1872, for the recovery of the
Prince of Wales from illness; the other,
June 21, 1887, for the queen’s jubllee,

The New England Thanksgiving dates
from 1683, when the Massachusetts Bay
colony sot apart a day for thankegiving,

The first natlonal Thanksgiving procla-
mations were by congress during the Rev-
olutlonary war.

The first great American Thanksgiving
day was In 1784 for the declarstion of
peace. Thersa was one more national
Thanksgiving In 1780, and no other till
1862, when President Lincoln lssnod a na-
tionnl proclamation for a day of Thanks

ving. Sineethat time the president has

ssued an annual proclamation, — St
Louis Fosk Dispatoh.

| hot, much more #o than we ever knew in

| yo band of ye Lord.is upon him, and his

and died. A pestilent fever swept away
many of ye Indians,

Last spring there was a numerous com-
panie of flies, which were alike for bigness
unto wasps or humblebees. They came
out of little holss In ye ground, nnd did
eat up ye green things, and made such a
constant yelling noise as made yo woods
ring of them and ready to deafen ye hoar-
ars. | bad never seen thelr like, but ye
Indians said sickness would follow, and so |
it did. Our excellent governor did well to
appoint a day when yo goode poople can
aftor & more special manner rejoice to-
gether.  And although ye weather is very

olde England in ye wonth of June, and ye
harvest is not yet gathered, we can be
shankful to ye Lord that we have escaped
ye porsecutions of ye olde world and bave
been miraculously preserved to each other,

And there have been divers and sundry
special providences. Imdeed our being here
instead of landing at ye Hudson river, as
we intended, is of itsell a providence.
Then meoste especially do wo give thanks
that a part of our crop has been saved
from the mildew, and that, whils many of |
our goodlie companie heve been taken |
away, through God’s mercy many of our
lives have been graclously spured. And
yo last providence was but yesterday, when |
the four fowlers whoi@ our excellont gov-
ernor sent out for provisions were spared |
in & miraculous way. They bad gooe deep |
into ye woods In search for game, and
hearing stealthy footsteps knew that there |
ware unfriendly savages near. Thay eould |
s00 no one, but, hearing s sharp twang,
an arrow spad through ye conteof Willlam
White. This was [ollowed by a shower of }
arrows coming from every side, some of
whioh went through ye coats and bhats of |
yo {dwlers, but none was killed, and shey |
roturned with much game. [

This afternoon we gatherad at ye home
ofl. Mystresse Priscilla Alden, whure were
all ye goode neighbors.

Captain Miles Standish was thers, greas-
ly honored for ye sorvice he has done, but

henlth is breaking. I told him so, snd he
becaine angry, for his weskness is hls
vanitie, as it was when he was the sultor
for yo band of Mystrosse Priscilla Alden
whilo she was yet a mayden. Forsooth,
the manner of ye house bestirred olde
memories, for she is a model housewife, |
eomslio nud God fearing.  John and Mys- |
tresso Alden have been diligent in spirit |
and in action. Each log that went loto

ye bulldng of their housc is neatly hewn

and fastensd in is place with clay. No |
unsightly things are upon ye walls, noth-
ing but a pleture, which was hrought from

olde England, that they persiusded. yo uin-

fstor to allow them to keepe, notwith-

standing that it might be accounted van-

itie.

Then there are ye fowling pleves snd|
powder horns above ye doore, and 1 am

tolde that Mystr sse Alden puts new |
greasod paper in ye windows every day,
that it may always be clear. Yeoak logs, |
of which ye floore Is made, are secrubbod |
and sanded every morning, ye andirons

are always bright. John has made beuchos

of hickory that nll who visit him may be

seatod, and yo spinning wheel shows that

it is not often idle. |

But tiday ye companle was toe many to |
be in ye house, and ye tables were sot out
under ye four big el trees and ye two
onks that are between yeo house and ye
gardon, There were but some parched corn
and ye game ye fowlers brought, but it
was plentie, and when our excellent gov- |
ernor, Mr. John Winthrop, and those godly
men who were governor, Mr. William
Bradford and Mr. Edward Winslow, called
upon God to bless us and set forth ye
manifolde mercies that we had enjoyed, |
wa wore humbled in ye sight of God and
folt our greate unworthiness, for we bad |
often repined, and many of us had even
murmured at oure portions.

There was one unregenerate younge
mayden present who had wore a bleu rib-
bon which she had hidden when she came
over In ye good ship Mayflower. To her,
our excellent governor gave a rebuke and
wisoly taught her bumilitio and meekness,
I trust thai v will crush ye rebellious
spirit within her that c¢an ocowe only of
satan, and she will be willing to appeare |
like unto other maydens, without adorn-
ment as God® intended. Her features are
very comelie, which must be a greate trial
to her father and mother, who are God
fearing, for beautie of face cometh from |
satar: to bring about temptation to vanitie.
I had negver bofors seen how vomely she is,
and I think that I am ealled to know her
better, that I may correct her and guard
her from ye temptation of worldlie affairs.
She has much brain, but talks in & man-
ner unbecoming to & woman, who should
be moek and silent, especially in yo pros-
ence of men in authoritie. She even spoke
without honor of Ann Huchinson, who
has so far forgot her womanly modestie
and ye Injunctions of holy writ as to speak
in publick upon matters pertaining to ye
salvation of souls. It is clear that I have
a call to know her better and point out ye
ungodliness and ye future punlshment
that awalits her behavior. —Cineinoati En-
qulrer.

An After Dinner Novelty.

A novel idea fora family Thanksgiving
party is to have the maid appoear at the end
of the dinner bearing on a silver salver a
very real looking turkey., The turkey
ghould b made of papler mache sfuffed
with tiny souvenirs. Gay ribbons are
seattered over the breast and lower part of
the turkey—a ribbon for each guest. When
the ribbon s pulled, out comes a present,
Childre. . and old folks, too, will enjoy this

| day.

I Roquefort cheese,

famensly —Now York World,
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Suggestions For an Eatertalnment In the
Siyle of Yo Olden Tyme.
Sufllciently In advance (o allow your

friends thme for a:m foti s ong fn-
vitatlons Lo ye oluco tyme Thank siving

appropriate costuming, i strict simplicity,
Is axpected. The young women shonld
waonr print gowns and aprons and add the
slight touch pecossary to tuen the prevail-
log tone of hairdressing back one leaf
farther In qualbtness, The men must
ta.

danves—the quadrille, Dan Tucker, Vir-
ginla real, and so on, with calliug off.

brighter the people that can be
brought together and the better the acting
of the parts the greater the success of the
entertalnment of course.

Cover the drawing room carpet with
ernsh, not only 10 assist dancing, but also
to give an impression of bare floor primi-
tiveness. Move away or cover up all elab-
orste bric-a-brac and sumptuous furni-
ture. Decornie with cornstalks, cedar
boughs, pumpkins and strings of red pep-
pers. A barrel or two of bright apples
standing about would also add to the gen-
eral effcetiveness.  In a conspleuous posi-
tion pisce a table holding a tray of mo-
lassos and o large plain white pite hor of
swool cider for the guests' ocoasionsl re-
froshment. I there Is an open fireplace in
the room, popping corn there might prove
a pleasant change from the daocing, the
operation forming a plvot upon which to
hang amusing old time stories and “'sing-
in schule' songs, both in solo and chorus.
All this Intersperse with the eating of
popeorn and spples and the drinking of
cider,

Rollicking duncing should end the even-
ing whatever the other diversions intro-
duced may have been. And the old time
“groaning board™ must be spread in the
dining room with early day fayorite dishes
—=poist turkey and lctle pig served whole,
baked beans and brown bread, Indian
pudding, hot biscults and rusks, euoumber
and mango plekles, pot cheese, apple but-
ter, duamson preserves, fruit and pound
cake and doughnuts, coffee with rich
cream and glasses of milk.

These hints followed In barest outline
will make s novel and pleasing entertaln-
ment. But each extrs effort in detall will
toll just so much in the general attractive-
ness of the result. Every touch of realism
in the hostess' arrangements, every quaint
bit of phraseology or manner in the guests,
will add grestly to the charmeof sthe event. |
—Philadelphia Times.

THE OLD AND THE NEW.
Thanksgiving Dlaner Menu of Olden Time
and of Reoent Date.

The old fashiened Thanksgiving table
groaned beneath asuperabundanee of good
things. In the eeuntry especially there
was enough lsld before the holiday guest
to keep & swnall faanily well supplied with
food for a year. To express the plenitude
of the larder seemd to be the ruling pas-
sion for the rime being, and to parctake lib-
arally was the highest compliment one
could pay to the host and hostess.

In the end of the century days an old
fashioned Thanksgiving table would fill
us with feelings of distrust, We have grown
more dainty, or perhaps Ii U mare dyspep-
tle, and we tempt our 0, P ites with the
chops in lace paper frills wud sandwiches
tied with pink ribbon. In the days of the
good old Thanksgiving a well spread table
was not vonsidered complote unless it was
provided with all of the tollowing dishes.
Here is an old fashioned Thanksgiving
menu:

Oystew stew.

Roast turkey.  Rosst chiclen.
sSparerib. Sausages. Head chevse.
Mashed potatoos. Hot slaw.

Bolled onions, Turnips. Plekles.
Raised biscuita. White bread.
Currant jelly. Proserves.

Honey in the comb. Fruit eake.
Doughnuts.

Minve, apple, custard and pumpkin pies. !
Uhewse. Applos and nuts. Cider,

Tea and caffee,

Times havochanged since then, and eat-
ing has becomo more of a secondary con- }
sideration. The modern Thanksgiving |
dinner must be good and well eovked. 1t |
must contain a varioty of dishes, but they
must be dulnty and have sauces and dress- |
ings and garnishings suggestive of the |

't

Delmonico’s chef gives the following as l
his idea of a fin de siecle Thanksgiving
st

Oysters.
Mock turtle soup.
Rissolus of sweethreads.
Boiled bass, with cream sauce.
Potutoes hollandsise,
Turkey stuffod with chestnuts.
Oyster fritters, with cranberry jelly.
Broiled breast of mallard duck.
Celery salad, with mayonnaise,

lee crosm. Fruit.

Cafe.

Share Your Joy With Others.

The pilgrim colonists shared the first
Thanksgiving feast with Massasolt and
his 90 Indians. Weshould invite to ours
not only those near and dear to us, but
some of those others who would eat it in
solitude if we did not remember them, To
many minds this will seem an almoss un-
Justiflable sacrifice of the coziness of the
family party. The blessodpess of glving
and of glving something more than of our
material substance will compensate for it.
Those who have mever known what it is
to be alone iu the world or even tempo-
rarily divided from their own kindred can-
pot conoelve what it is to the solitary ones
to be welcomed lnto a hame. A far more
substantial benefit would not give a tithe
of the pleasure that is felt when its doors
unclose to them, —Exchange.

Mince pie.

Delicacies of Olden Feasts,

If we go back to the days of Queen Kliz-
abeth, only a short time previous to the
Plymouth thanksgiving cooked in the
woids, we shall filnd some curlous dishes
in vogue. There was pickled grouse, with
cloves and ginger; soused turkey, bolled
in white wine nnd vinegar and soaked for
a month; " pear puddings,”’ containing no
pears, but made of cold fowl chopped up
with flour, currants, eggs, croam, ote,, and
then fashioned into the mrm." pears and
baked, Among the delicac®™S5 of the age
can be enumerated omelets of mallow
stalks, oheose made of quinces, hartahorn
Jelly, stalks of tulips cooked like pears,
apple sirup and candied fruits. —~Christian
Work.

Dressing the Turkey For the Table.

The turkey brought to the table for
earving should have the first joints of i1
logs lopped, for along with the first jolnts
of the wings and the neck there is Do re-
ward for the diner to be found in the out-
work of bone and gristle, The base of the
sooond jolnt may be neatly finished with
paper frills, a houtonnlere of parsloy thrust
into the trufled breast and a wreath of
cress to encircle the dish of the most
hoartlly worshiped martyr of the nine.
teenth century —Seleoted,
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A Litthe Method Will Lighten the ¥

of Cos king the Thanksgiving Dinser.

It 15 sl et the very sound of these
words eanses our iwouths 1o water, but
will b very peovseary fur the housewifo
be systemaiic o hor - for
event it we would have the dinper a per-
foct sucosss. It Is not our Intentlon to
state hore the proper methods of
an clahorate dinner in the most
style, hut tooffer suggestions to
enthusiastlo young housekeeper

the
to enjoy

ng
which s to be

This is the day when the best
us and about us is
made the mort of. v s
ing spirit should pery
phere, the famlly, so far as possible, |
all its branchos should be brought togeth-
er, the treasired old blue china and an-
tique teaspoots set forth, and the various
precions heirlooms made to serve thelr dif-
forent purposes.

As mp:oh ns possible of the dinner should
bo prepared before Thanksgiving day. The
mince meat should be prepared the week
before It Is wanted, as It becomes mors
thoroughly seasoned after standing several
days, and it should bo made into ples the
day before they are used and the ples kept
in & cold place until it is time to reheat
them before serving. While making the
mince ples make enough crust for the

. punipkin and all other ples and place this

prepared crust in the cellar, and it will be
ready w roll out guickly the next moen-
ing, when every momant will count,

Have the suet for the pudding chopped
the day bofore and the hard sauce made
for it and put in s eool place. The cran-
berry sauee mnd that for the ples can also
be prepared and ready for use beforehand.
The puts may be eracked the night before,
and last, but by no means lenst, the tur-
key sbould be cleaned and stuffed the day
before.

This will lyave for Thanksgiving morn-
ing, first, the ples to be baked, but as the
crust is all ready to be rolled out and the
eranberries and stewed pumpkin prepared
this tusk can bereadily disposed of. Then,
when the turkey Is In the oven, the pud-
ding and scalloped oysters may be pre-
pared for the steamer and oven respective-
ly. Then the potatoes may be boiled and
mashed for the potato croquettes, if they
are desired, and the other vegetables pre-
pared early, so that they may be ready
when it is time to-eook them.

A little forsthuaght and method in pre-
paring such a dinoer will usually save
hours of work.—Exzchanoge.

Chestnnt Stufisg.

The best chestnut stuffing, according to
an eminent French authority, is made for
one turkey according to the fellowing pro-
portions: Chop a good sized Berm on-
fon very fine and brown it o a quarter of
apound of butter. Add to this the well
oleaned liver of the turkey chopped like
the onion and mix with half a pound of
bread that has been soaked in milk or
beef gravy and squeezed almost dry of all
liquid. The remaining Ingredients are a
balf pound of sausage meat, » handful of
minced parsley, the yolks of 8 raw egms,
salt and white pepper to taste, a table-
spoonful of thyme, 1 of sage and then tha
chestnuts, The nuts, & pound ¢f them,
need first to be roasted untll their shells
may be taken off, then boiled in just
enough water to cover them, with a littla
salt, a tablespoonful of sugar and one of
butter. When tender, these must be mix-
od with the stuffing. The chestout filling
is more highly to be recommended than
any more elaborate preparation with truf-
fles, though these latter can be used with
taste in larding the handsome roast, add-
ing thereby ornament and much flavor
To do this the skin about the breastbons
is slit at intervals of half aw fneh and tha
truffles thrust partly under and into the
flesh.—New York Sun.

Carry Out the Idea of Plemty.

To fullill the chief end of its being thers
must be too much to est at the Thanks-
giving dinner. That, too, is one of the
traditions of the day. All the decorations
of the table must carry out the idea of
plenty, the heaped up frults, apples, peara,
grapes, oranges, mandarins, bananas, that
form the centerpiece; well filled dishes of
bonbons, salted almonds and ollves, the
vases of flowers that mingle thelr perfums
with the odors which steam from the high
piled plates of the guests. A couple of
small pumpkins, hollowed out, lined with
paper and filled with nuts and ralsins

| will remind the fasters of what might oth-

erwise be overlooked in these degenerate
days—that the festival is of New England
origin. The same fact may be further sug-
gested by serving the sorbet in pumpkin
shaped paper cases and by a toast in sweet
clder to the pligrim fathers—who would,
by the way, have been mightily shocked
could they have foreseen the lavishness of
the banquet. —Exchange.

Make Thanksgiviag s Joyeus Duy.

Thanksgiving, unlike Christmas, is not
especially the children’s day. It is & time
fur the reunion of families, in which, of
course, the children are included, but they
do not oocupy the chief place, as at their
own festival. But we all desire to make
the speclal holidays bright in the
lives of thechildren. The pecu features
of each should be emphasized so that as
they come round in after years they will
bring with them something of the old
childish joyousness, which no lapse of time
can wholly deprive them of if they have
been surcharged with it in early life.—
Ladies' Home Journal.

Remember the “Other Hall”

We, who have comfortable homes and
shall spend our Thanksgiving among
friends with turkey, cranberry sauce and
good oheer; we, whom a kind Providence
hath bestowed upon the common blessinga
of l:fa'- cll::m.l«; wo, who upon this Thanks-

ving day, 1805, have everything—good

Ith, home, friends and turkey—how
ﬂu\ny of us think how the “‘other half*
ves?

A m For .
A tuw'ol.;.h roson linger and smiling deck the

And the world is like a picture whoere the har
he vesta smile to God,
re's a greater joy in lwi
P ‘l:: he denies, S
#oul’s divine than! vin
inconse to the skies' WS S I

Through the darkness and the danger,
through uurﬂl of the past,

To the starred and stormless haven he has led
our ship ot lnst, i

And with richest treasures laden we have
furled the above,

For the garlands of his glory and the bannors
of his love!

Bing sweet thy sweot thanksgiving, O soul,
and ring, ye bells, M
Till the world shall eatch the chorus and the

anthem heavenward swolls!
Mﬁdmﬂmtkmy.hhum
For his tendor —
world thank its God!
—8Beloctad.
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